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mostly at Seaview in the Isle of Wight. This now most popular
resort consisted of a few fishermen's cottages and a row of hideous
three-storied and grey-fronted houses behind the switchback
pier.

One of these houses belonged to my grandfather and another
to my Uncle Alec, and the row has since been converted into the
well-known Pier Hotel. But my grandfather Waterlow seems to
have possessed a very fine sense in real estate, for he had also
houses on the Brighton sea front and in Rcigate, some of which
have come under the hammer since the War, and have realized
boom prices.

While playing hide-and-seek on the sea front one summer day
I ran full tilt into a carriage drawn by two horses. I was
knocked down, and descended somewhere between their legs.
Then both the fore and hind wheels on the near side of the
carriage, in which were seated a gentleman and his wife, rotated
over the centre of my prostrate body. Quite a number of per-
sons witnessed the accident. An old lady declared that she had
seen angels lifting the wheels. I was carried to the apartments
which we occupied ; but no ill befell me except that the imprint
of an undervest remained on my skin for several weeks. The
Press, at the time, remarked the details of this accident as a
modern miracle. The Sunday following the accident public
thanks was given in the church for my delivery. As the wheels
cut right across xny stomach, and the carriage with its occupants
was no mean weight^ it still passes my comprehension how it
was that I was not killed or at least very gravely injured.

The woods between the Pier and Scagrove Bay were closely
preserved and only the narrowest of paths connected the Bay
with the village. We were one of five or six families who year
after year xiscd to go to this charming seaside resort on the
Solent, and the remainder of the families were united with my
own through marriage or through business : the Uxielics of
Lloyds; the Hyslops; the Mnkowskis, sons of my ** Uncle
Stusli" who married a remote Waterlow aunt; the Coles; the
Hays; the Maudslays; and these attracted to this summer
holiday resort other families, especially from Reigatc and
Hampstcad.

We expended our time in boating, bathing, and in furious
cricket and hockey matches on the sands. It had been at St.
Clare that an old boy took an interest in me, and he used to
follow us to Seaview and take me out in a sailing-boat upon the